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XVIII.

With beating heart to the task he went;

His sinewy frame o'er the grave-stone bent;         195

With bar of iron heaved amain,

Till the toil-drpps fell from his brows, like rain.   r

It was by dint of passing strength,

That he moved the massy stone at length.

I would you had been there, to see                       200

How the light broke forth so gloriously,

Streamed upward to the chancel roof,

And through the galleries far aloof!

No earthly,.flame blazed e'er so bright:

It shone like heaven's own blessed light,               205

And, issuing from the tomb,
Show'd the Monk's cowl, and visage pale,
Danced on the dark-brow'd Warrior!s mail,

And kiss'd his waving plume.

XIX.

Before their eyes the Wizard lay,                           210

As if he had not been dead a day.

His hoary beard in silver roll'd,

He seem'd some seventy winters old;

A palmer's amice wrapp'd him round,

WitETa"wrought Spanish baldric bound,              215

'Like a pilgrim from beyond the sea:

His left hand held his Book of Might;

A silver cross was in his right;

The lamp was placed beside his knee:
High and majestic was his look,                            220

At which the fellest fiend had shook,
And all unruffled was his face:
They trusted his soul had gotten grace.,

XX.

\fi Often had William of Deloraine    .

Rode through the battle's bloody plain,                  225

And trampled down the warriors slain,